



The;frragcdie 

Would tempt vneo adofe exploit of death. 

Boy. My Lord, I knowadifcontcnted Gentleman. 
Whofe humble meancs match not his haughtic minds, 
Gold were as good as twcntie Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing. 

King . What is his name/ 

'Boy. His name my Lord, is Tirrell. 

King, Goc call him hither prefenrly. 

The deepe reuoluingwittie Buckingham, 

No more (hall be the neighbour to my counfell. 

Hath he fo long held out with fne votitde 
And flops lie now for breath? 

Enter Darby . 

How cowjwhat newes with yon ? 

Dar. My Lord, I heate the MarquefTe Dorfct 
Ii fled to Richmond, in thofe parts beyond the feas where 
he abides. « 

King. Catesby, Cat. My Lord. 

King. Rumor it abroad 
T hat Anne my w ife is fickc and like to die, 

I will take order for her keeping dofe s 
Enquire mc.out fome meane borne Gentleman, 

Whom /wil marry ftraightto Clarence daughters 
The boy is foolifli,and / feare not him .* 

Lookc how thou dreamft : /fay againe,giuc out 
That Anne roy wife is fickc and like to die. 

About it, for it ftands me much vpen. 

T o flop all hopes whofe growth may damage me, 

I muft be married to my brothers daughter. 

Or elfe my kingdome ftands on brittle glade, 

Murther her brothers, and then marry her, 

Vncertaine way of gainc, but 1 am in 
So farre in blood, that fin plucke on fin, 

Teare falling ptttiedwcls not in this eye. 

Enter Tirr el. 

/$ thy name Tirrell ? 

Ttr. /.imes Tirre!,and your moft obedient fubieft. 
Kyng. Art thou indeed? 
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of Richard the thirctT 

Tir. Proue me my gracious foueraigne. 

King. Darft thou refolue to kill a friend of mines’ 

Ttr. I my Lord, but I had rather kill two deepe enemies, 
j{j n g, why there thou haft it, two deepe enemies, 

Foes to my reft, and my fweete fleepes difturbs, 

A re they that I would haue thee deale vpon: 

TirreUmeanc thofe baftards in the tower. 

Tir. Let me haue open meanes to come to them, 

And foone He rid you from the f care of r hem. 

King. Thou fingft fweere muficke. Come hither Tirrifl, 
Go by* bat token, rife and lend thine ear c t He whtlfersin his 
Tis no more but fo,fay it is done (earn 

And 1 will loue thee, and pre fere thee too. 

Tir; Tis done my gracious Lord. 

King. Shall we beare from thee Tirrcl, etc we fleepe? . 

Enter Buckingham. 

Tir. Yefhallmy Lord. 

j Sue. My Lord, 1 haue confidcrcd in my mind. 

The late demaund that you did found me in. 

King. Well, let that paffe,Dorfet is fled to Richmond, 
Buc. 1 heare that newes my Lord. 

King. S tardy he is your wiues fonnes. Wei looke too it. 
Buc. My Lbr d, Iclaim c y our gi ft, my d u e by promife, 
For which your honor and your faith is pa vnd. 

The Eatledoroe of Herford and the moueables, 

The which you promifed I fliould poflefle. 

King. Stanly looke to your wife, if fhe conuey 
Letters to Richmond you fhallanfwere if. 

Buc. W hat fayes your highnefle to my iuft demaund? 
King. As I remember , Henry the fixt 
Didprophcfie that Richmond fhould be king. 

When Richmond was a little pceuifh boy, 

A king perhaps, perhaps. Buck. My Lord. 

King. How chance the Prophet could not at that time, 
Haue told me,I being by, that 1 Ihould kill him. 

Buck. My Lord, your ptomife for the Earldomc. 

King. Richmond, when laft 1 was atExetet', 

The Maior in cuttefie fliewed me the Caftle, 
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